CHAPTER XXI

DOCTOR  CRACKENTHORPE PRESCRIBES

IN the early spring., one cold grey day, Lady
Rusco sat at dinner with her husband.

He ate heartily and talked meanwhile, casual
talk about his horses and his hounds, his new
white hawks from Norway, and the mating of
his Spanish merlin.

Mariota listened wearily; one moment his
voice seemed to her sharp like a knife; another
moment it came muffled as if from far away.

" O hush ! " she said at last, " listen to the
wind, how it moans ! I hate these April
storms, they seem more cruel than the winter
tempests, because they come when we ate tired
of longing for the sunshine/'

Ludovick looked at her intently. Something
in the tone of her voice perturbed him, and he
noticed that she was pale and listless. She
lowered her eyes, and lapsed into silence. It
was small blame to Ludovick he did not under-
stand her; she herself could not have put in
words her utter misery of mind and body.

She had scoffed at other women's ills ; she
prided herself she seldom suffered from a head-,
.ache, never swooned and never needed a